news of the battle to London, for Cromwell's messengers
would have had the whole night and twenty miles* start.
Most of the gentlemen were for pushing on to Scotland,
but Charles refused firmly. He had no desire to return to
that land of many humiliations, even if it were possible,
and he doubted that he would be any safer there than in
England now that he had lost a battle.

** Men who have deserted me when they were in good
order/* he said bitterly and rather unjustly, " would never
stand to me when they have been beaten/*

His own plan was for every member of the party to
shift for himself and make for the Continent as best he
could. They were too many, he argued, to escape suspicion
and too few to make any sort of effective resistance. But
he himself, they reminded him, was a marked figure.

" This made me take the resolution of putting myself
into a disguise/* he would say afterwards when telling the
story of his adventures, ** and endeavouring to get a-foot
to London in a country fellow's habit with a pair of ordi-
nary gray cloth breeches, a leathern doublet and a green
jerkin, which I took in the house of Whiteladies. I also cut
my hair very short and flung my clothes into a privy house,
that nobody might see that anybody had been stripping
themselves.**

With a prudence which he saved for acute dangers,
Charles would not trust the noblemen who clustered
around him. He knew that many of them were indiscreet
by nature and that any of them might soon be offered their
own lives in exchange for his. There was only one of the
lot, he thought, whose loyalty would be sure to stand such
a test. Wilmot alone took with him the secret of his mas-
ter's intentions when the entourage rode off to meet their
fates. Most of them were caught before the week was out*
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